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TEASER

EXT. CENTROPOLIS STREETS - DAY

CENTROPOLIS. The streets are filled with a constant bustle. 
Tons of traffic, tons of people. Except the traffic’s 
actually flowing.

A bunch of kids are gathered outside an electronics store, 
glued to a glass case behind which lies a stack of discount 
TVs, all playing the same thing -

NEWS BROADCAST

A stone faced ANCHORWOMAN and COMEDIC RELIEF in front of a 
cheap set.

ANCHORWOMAN
Panic at Centropolis Central as a 
masked assailant has set to 
terrorizing locals by coughing on 
them.

COMEDIC RELIEF
Someone get this guy a towel.

A LAUGH TRACK plays behind them.

ANCHORWOMAN
13 people have been reported dead. 
Channel 17 correspondent RICKY 
PLOWER is on scene.

CUT TO:

EXT. CENTROPOLIS CENTRAL - DAY

RICKY PLOWER stands in front of the scene of action. 

COMEDIC RELIEF
Ricky! How’s the bone-biz coming 
along?

The LAUGH TRACK again.

RICKY PLOWER
(laughing)

Oh Tom! You know I’m a failed ex-
porn star. Oh well. 
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Pandemonium here out at Centropolis 
Central as a man claiming to have 
several diseases is coughing and 
sneezing on innocent passer-byes.

COMEDIC RELIEF
Well, make sure you don’t spread 
your STDs Ricky.

Insert LAUGH TRACK.

RICKY PLOWER
(laughing)

Oh, That’s hilarious! Because I’m 
HIV... Oh, Tom.

(recovers)
The cops are here... the... uh... 
national guard, military. People 
are panicking. I don’t know if 
we’ll make it.

CUT TO:

A man wearing a latex suit and a gimp mask that exposes his 
mouth. This is HYPERCHONDRIAC. He is surrounded by tanks, 
cops, and a crowd. He coughs on a WOMAN up front. There is a 
steady lack of conviction in his voice.

HYPERCHONDRIAC
You have syphilis, my friend.

The crowd excommunicates her.

WOMAN
Oh God! Please.

HYPERCHINDRIAC coughs again. The crowd is begging for mercy.

HYPERCHONDRIAC
(sneezes)

That was the flu. The bad kind.

A man begins puking.

HYPERCHONDRIAC (CONT'D)
That’s right. I’m the 
Hyperchondriac, and I demand a... a 
million dollars to get my wife’s 
cancer treated. It’s very 
aggressive... This country’s 
healthcare... healthcare system is 
failing. That’s my backstory... 

RICKY PLOWER (CONT'D)
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A million dollars, or I’ll... cough 
on everyone.

Back to RICKY PLOWER. HYPERCHONDRIAC can be seen behind him.

RICKY PLOWER
Did you get that, Tom. It seems 
he’s a socialist. The army is 
stunned, Tom. We don’t know what to 
do. This might it... for all of us.

HYPERCHONDRIAC
Million dollars to treat my wife’s 
cancer.

(coughs)
AIDS germs. They’re in the air.

There’s utter pandemonium but no one makes an effort to walk 
away. A man clutches his throat and collapses.

ANCHORWOMAN
What an absolute travesty, Ricky. 
It’s a dark day for the citizens of 
Centropolis.

RICKY PLOWER
Holy... What the... What the fuck 
is that? I can’t believe it...

(points to the sky)
It’s the Falcon!

Cheers all around. A silhouetted figure is heading FULL SPEED 
towards them.

HYPERCHONDRIAC
(spits)

He has tuberculosis, everyone. This 
man has tuberculosis. That’s right, 
the healthcare system is a fraud, 
my wife has cancer...

SMACK! THE FALCON body slams him into a wall using his 
overtly-developed back muscles, and without a stutter. Not 
much of HYPERCHINDRIAC is left. The falcon’s pigeon-head 
stares unendingly into the void. DEAD SILENCE.

FALCON
Coo.

Cheers resound. By the way, he’s just an eight-foot tall, 
extremely buff man, with a PIGEON’S head where his face 
should be.

HYPERCHONDRIAC (CONT'D)
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RICKY PLOWER
The Falcon saves the day! I can’t 
believe it.

The army, the cops, the crowd. Women are fainting at the 
sight of the blob of muscle. Ricky is crying, photographers 
flashing...

While the Falcon is motionless, still staring into nothing 
with his beady pigeon-eyes. 

HIS FACE WILL REMAIN THIS WAY, NEVER CHANGING FORM. NO MATTER 
THE SITUATION. HE IS THE...

FALCON
Coo.

END OF TEASER
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ACT I

INT. THE DAILY COO - DAY

Desks packed with stacks of paper, and the din of poorly-paid 
employees. A conventionally attractive woman wearing a suit 
walks into the room, holding an odd bunch of papers in one 
hand. This is ANITA.

A gruff, middle-aged, short man sits behind the chair that 
ANITA is facing. This is BARNEY.

BARNEY
I hate him! That bastard, with his 
perfect hair and... beak. He’s the 
reason for the divorce.

ANITA
Sure, Dad. It has nothing to do 
with your infidelity.

BARNEY
Alright, I made a mistake.

ANITA
Infidelities.

BARNEY
Men wanna have fun too.

ANITA
With other men?

There’s a large poster of the Falcon behind Barney’s desk. 
It’s laminated and HUGE in size.

BARNEY
...And that bastard stole my 
catchphrase, Annie. Mine. Daily 
Coo. I invented that.

He holds up a copy of that day’s DAILY COO.

ANITA
I don’t know, Dad. The Falcon has 
been a huge positive for 
Centropolis. Crime is down a 
whopping sixty-three percent.

His voice reaches too high a pitch.

The Falcon           "Pilot"          5.
Sample - Second Draft 28/07/20

SRESTE shreshthasw@gmail.com



The Falcon           "Pilot"          6.
Sample - Second Draft 28/07/20

SRESTE shreshthasw@gmail.com

BARNEY
I don’t give a shit about that.

(points to the poster)
Look at him. Doesn’t he represent 
every single vice that the Bible 
represents!

ANITA
Since when were you religious?

ASTER BLUE enters the room, struggling to fit his eight foot 
frame and pigeon-head under the doorframe. A tiny camera 
hangs from his neck. He stands next to ANITA. BARNEY begins 
ranting at the poster, his back turned to ASTER.

BARNEY
Just look at that... slender neck 
and... and ... and those eyes. Look 
at those lifeless eyes. That stare. 
Is he mocking me?

ASTER
Coo.

BARNEY
Exactly! See, the kid gets it. 
You’re promoted ASTER.

No one seems to bat an eye at this fact. ASTER flashes the 
camera.

ANITA
Hi Aster.

(to Barney)
Why did you call us, Dad?

OFFICE BILL peeps his body through the door.

OFFICE BILL
BARNEY? They’re okay with today. 
Something about a thunderstorm.

BARNEY
Shut up, OFFICE BILL... 

(to ANITA)
The Daily Coo is in trouble. 
Because of that... pile of... 
Hot... muscle. Crime has reduced to 
a point where we may need to...

ANITA
Don’t tell me... Oh God.
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ASTER
Coo.

BARNEY
The science columns.

CUT TO:

EXT. MET-DEPARTMENT TOWER - GROUND FLOOR

A huge door, dwarfing even ASTER. ANITA struggles to push the 
doorbell. A tinier door built into the large one opens up, 
and out comes TOKITA, a tall, bespectacled, middle-aged Asian 
man. He’s as chipper as, say, a new intern.

TOKITA
Hi! How can I help you?

ANITA hands him a smile and a card mid-sentence.

ANITA
Good morning, Professor. Anita 
Smith, DAILY COO. This here’s 
ASTER. He’ll be taking the 
photographs.

TOKITA
(laughs)

Call me Tokita. I’m... I’m just an 
intern.

ANITA
Oh.

(takes the card back)
We’re here to see a Doctor Convers.

TOKITA
Please, Follow me. I’ll take you to 
Doctor Convers.

INT. MET-DEPARTMENT TOWER

They climb up the stairs that lead up the Tower. They’re 
rusty and CLANG with every step.

ANITA
Aren’t you a bit old to be an 
intern? I mean, what are you, 30?
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TOKITA
(chuckles)

Oh, you can never be too old to be 
an intern.

ANITA
So, I hear the mayor’s office has 
sanctioned new equipment for the 
meteorological department. 

TOKITA
(chuckles)

Oh, I don’t know anything about... 
uh... weather or... any of that 
shit. But I’m adept at measuring 
the consistencies of coffee. 
That’s... that’s actually the brunt 
of my work here.

ANITA
That is a useful skill. We should 
try to hire someone like him. How 
much are they paying you here?

TOKITA
(takes out a twenty)

Pretty good, huh? Imagine how that 
looks on my CV.

ANITA
You get... 20 bucks... a month?

TOKITA
(chuckles again)

Of course not. I just... I just 
have to pay 20... 20 bucks a month. 
It’s pretty... It’s pretty good. 
Looks excellent on my CV. 

ASTER
Coo.

ASTER flashes his camera at a random cob-web on the stairs.

INT. DOCTOR CONVER’S LAB

Mounds of books and stacks of papers are sprawled around, but 
DOCTOR CONVERS is nowhere to be seen.

TOKITA
Doctor Convers! Your coffee.
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A body rises out of the pile, almost like a zombie. It’s...

DOCTOR CONNIE CONVERS. A Fourteen year-old girl wearing an 
off-white lab-coat. On first glance, you can’t tell if she’s 
wearing her mascara wrong or if she just hasn’t slept in a 
few days.

CONNIE
Huh... What? Coffee.

TOKITA
Some people here to see you.

CONNIE
Welcome to... Welcome to the 
Centropolis Meteorological 
Department. Make yourselves at... 
What... 

(looks at Aster)
Why... Why is... Why is there a 
pigeon in my lab? You, Intern... 
Get me some coffee.

TOKITA
Of course.

CONNIE
(stops him)

Uh-uh.

She sticks her hand out. TOKITA’s intern-smile drops and he 
hands her the crisp twenty.

CONNIE (CONT'D)
(to ANITA)

How can I help you?

ANITA
We’re here for the article. Anita 
Smith, DAILY COO. About the new 
equipment and the... science stuff

CONNIE
(sighs)

Cool.

Jots it down.

CONNIE (CONT'D)
But why is he wearing a... pigeon 
costume?
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An anxious bead of sweat runs down ASTER’S face, but as 
always he is expressionless.

ANITA
(laughs)

Oh, isn’t she hilarious? Don’t take 
offense Aster, it’s just some... 
friendly kid banter...

(laughs again)
Pigeon... From what angle?

CONNIE
Enough! We got the new Soup Bowl 6X 
Big-Ass satellite dish. It’s... 
It’s pretty cool. What more do you 
want to know? Oh, I like my coffee 
triple distilled... Write that 
down.

TOKITA hands them all cups of coffee. They sip at it. ASTER 
downs it all in one go.

ASTER
Coo.

ANITA
This is very good. Triple 
distilled, huh?

CONNIE
(whispers)

No, I collect... uh... sweat and... 
tears from the interns and add a 
drop or two to each cup.

ANITA
Really sweetens it... And what is 
the use of this satellite dish?

CONNIE
You know, very honestly. I have no 
fucking clue. I mean, it’s not like 
we can tell... uh... the weather 
more accurately... or some shit 
because we have a bigger dish. I 
mean, what were they... what were 
they thinking? Maybe it could be 
used to destroy a city or 
something, I think. Maybe they 
should have just spent the money on 
my research.
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ANITA
Hmm. I don’t know if we can use 
that for the paper. But... we’ve 
been getting this one question a 
lot from our readers. The city 
needs to know. Is it going to rain 
tomorrow?

ASTER takes a photograph.

INT. MAYOR’S OFFICE

An extremely well-furnished office, perfect for a bad guy. We 
see only the back of a chair behind a huge desk. A solitary 
puff of hair peeks out the top.

The intercom beeps, and a woman’s voice exclaims..

MAYOR’S SECRETARY
John from the Treasury... 
Department is... here to see you, 
Sir.

An unexpectedly high-pitched voice.

MAYOR
Send him in.

JOHN enters the room, with a bunch of papers and a smile. 
He’s laughing through it.

JOHN
Mayor Andrew? Hi. John Moneyguy. 
Treasury. Taxes, that stuff. So... 
Big portion of budget... POOF... 
Gone. And on a... Big-Ass... 
satellite dish? I mean, holy shit, 
excuse my French, that’s a lot... 
that’s a lot of money for what is 
literally, a dish... a satellite... 
a dish. That’s over half our 
budget, actually... three quarters. 
We’re probably just gonna shut 
down... Prisons, or I don’t know...

MAYOR GLASS-BOWL turns around, revealing his face... A 
goldfish in a bowl, with a wig stuck badly on top of it. The 
glass-bowl is attached to a rather flimsy looking body.
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MAYOR
The Big-Ass satellite... Soup Bowl 
Big-Ass 6X... uh... dish is a large 
convex bowl, Johnathan.

JOHN
(chuckles)

Please Sir, just John is fine.

MAYOR
Large convex bowl, Johnathan. Do 
you understand what I... what one 
could do with that?

JOHN
I don’t know? 

(chuckles)
Oh, don’t tell me. It’s a giant 
soup bowl. That is genius Mayor, 
that would really be... A lot of 
soup... and not great... but... 
okay for the budget.

MAYOR
We could amplify a... an energy 
blast that would wipe out the 
entirety of Centropolis... OR even 
get accurate... to mildly accurate 
weather reports. 

JOHN
Oh my... Brilliant. Just, wow. I 
was just... I was just telling 
Dorothy. That question has been 
plaguing me for weeks now.

(uses hands)
Is it going to rain tomorrow?

(a beat)
I’ll sanction this right away, Sir.

MAYOR GLASSBOWL gets up and begins to walk out of the office. 
The Glass-bowl with the fish inside seems to move in 
perfectly linear motion. The rest of his body awkwardly 
flails about and is dragged behind him.

MAYOR
Johnathan. I’m... I’m going to 
dispel my... uh... dirty water.

JOHN
Alright Sir, I’m... I’m rooting for 
ya.
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John watches him leave, then rests his back on the huge 
table. 

JOHN (CONT'D)
(still smiling)

He is truly a brilliant man.

END OF SAMPLE
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